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his gait was firm, and his nonchalance, whether natural or assumed, perfect. He was crdne, as the French would say! Count Godard, or more probably the Governor of the Province, who was a noted pro-Boche, had tried to organize a welcoming demonstration by planting a few boys in the branches of the surrounding trees with orders to cheer the fallen monarch. He automatically lifted his hand to respond to this welcome, but it fell back, the gesture unfinished, as a low, prolonged booing drowned the faint cheer. When I got back to the Legation I found that Walter had gone to an Armistice dinner. But mindful of the fact that no British reporter had been witness of the great drama enacted that day, I sent for the representatives of The Times and Daily Mail, both friends of mine, and gave them a detailed account of all that had happened, which was probably the account read in London on the morning after. Such was the insignificant exit from the stage of history of the most ambitious monarch who ever figured on it!
On November 16, 1918, I was again in Belgium, and I heard the details of that unheroic hour when, a fugitive from his own army, the one-time " Knight in shining armour " stood at the frontier barrier of Holland and begged of a little Butch soldier for sanctuary within its borders !
The story was told me by the little Dutch soldier himself, only a few days after the event, as we stood together by the frontier-gate at Eysden, near Maastricht, through which the Emperor passed.
He was on duty, that day of the great event, at half-past six in the morning, when a motor-car drove upHOLLAND                         285
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